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CHAPTER V.

? |HE bright sun of circus dnyI shone into 11 ark less' window.
and he awoke to und l.imsclf
smiling. For a little while he

lay content, drowsily wondering why
fea smiled, only knowing fluii there
wae something new. It was thus as
a boy he had wakened on birthday
mornings or on Christmas or on the
Fourth of July, drifting h.-ippily out of
pleasant dreams into the consciousness
of long awaited delights thai had coiue
true, yet lying only half awake In a
cheerful borderlaud. leaving happiness
tandeflned.
Tbe morning breeze was Muttering at

bis window blind, ß honeysuckle vlue
tapped lightly on tht» pan«*. Kltrria were
trilling, warbling, wliistliu. seti from
the street came the rumbling of vvau-
one, merry cries of greeting and the
barking of dog*. What mh it made
him feel ao young nini rsforet-ta* ami light
hearted? The breeze brmi_.ii lu in the
amell of June roses, fresii sod sereel
with dew, and then he knew why he
had come smiling from his dreams. He
leaped out of bed and shunt··«! loudly:
**Zen! Hello. Xenophon!"
In answer an ancient, very black

darky, his warped and wrinkled vis¬
age showing under his grizzled hair
like charred paper in a fall of pine
ash es. put his head in at the door nnd
said: "Good mavrn', suh. Yessuh. Hit's
done pump' full. Good mawn'. suh."
A few moé*a*t-ts later the colored

man. seated on the front steps of the
cottage, heard a mighty splashing
within while the rafters rang with
¦terrtorlan song:
"He promised to boy me a bonny blue

ribbon.
H· promised to buy me a

ribbon.
H<e promised to buy me a

ribbon.
To tie up my bonny brown hair.

bonny blu·

bonny blu·

."Oh, dear, what can tbe matter be?
Oh. dear, what can tin* m.itt.-r be?
Oh. dear, what can the matter be?

Johnnie's ao long: at the fair!"
The listener's Jaw «iropp«*d. and his

mouth opened antl stayed open. ' 11 ini!"
be muttered faintly. "SinginT'
"Well the old triangle knew the mnstc

of our treail ;
How the peaceful Seminóle would tr»-table

In his bed!"

sang the editor.

*"I dunno buceóme it," exclaimed the
old man. "but, bless Gawd, de young
man happy!" A thought struck him
suddenly, and he scratched his head.
."Maybe he golii' away," he said quer-
Ulously. "What feacaiBt of ole Zen?"
Tbe splashing ceas«xl. but not the voice,
which struck Into a noble marching
chorua

**Oh, my Lnwtl." said the colored man,
"? pray you listen at dat!"
"Soldiers marching up the street.

They keep the time:
They ltn.k sublim.

Hear them piny 'Di.· Wacht am Rhein.'
They call It S.-linei«ler's band.

Tra ?a la. la la"
The length of Main street and all

aides of the s« pi arc resounded with the
rattle of vehicles of every kind. Since
.earliest dawn they had matt} pouring in¬
to the village, ? hing procession, ou ev¬
ery country road. The air was full of
exhilaration; everybody was laughing
and shouting nnd culling greetings, for
Carlow county was turning out, and
from far and near the country people
eame.nny, from over the county line;
and clouds of dust arose from every
thoroughfare and highway nnd swept
into town to herald their com lug.
Dlbb Zane, the "sprinkling eontraot-

er,·' had been at work with the town

"Honey,hit imid Itick ifof *"/e" brtttkfu>t\"
water cart sim-e the morning stars w«*re
bright, but he might as well Ini ve wa¬
tered the streets with his tears, which.
Indeed, when the fanners began t«·
come in. bringing their cyclones of
dust, he dr«*w nigh unto afier a burst
of profanity as futile as his cart.
"Tief wie das Meer soll deine Liebe sein."
hummed tin· editor in the etittage. His
song had taken on a reflective ton··. :is
that of one who esas a problem or
musically p«indet*s which cani to play.
He was kneeling b«»f«ire an old trunk in
his bedchamber. Freno one compart¬
ment he took a ne;itly folded p.? ir of
duck trousers and a light gray IW-ffl
coat, from another a straw hat with a
ribbon of bright colors. He <·?.·???????«*?1
these musingly. They had lain in the
trunk for a long time umlisturbisl. He
Shook the coat antl brushed it. Then he
laid the garnifiils upon his ln-d and
pi-oceeded to shave himself carefully,
after which he «lonncil the white tr«ai-
sers, the gray coat and. rummaging in
the trunk again, found a gay pink cra¬
vat, which he fastened almut his tall
«collar (also a resurrection from the
trankj with a pearl pin. He took a lon¿

time to ? mi nue bis hair with a pair of
brush.·». When nt last It suited him
and his dressing was complete, he sal¬
lied forth te breakfast.
Xonoplion stared after him as he went

out of tk« putì· whistling heartily. The
old darky lit'tiit his bands, palms out
ward
"I.hn* name, who dat?" he exclaimed

aloud. "Who <lat in dem pan.iingerles?
He gone jine de circus!" His hands
fell upon hi« knees. ¦¦« aa ajrat a» hia
feet rliomTi'.Mc-.ll.v. shak'ntr hie h#»a«J
with foreboding. "Honey, honey, hit
bald luck. bald liwk sing 'fo' break fus*.
Trouble 'fo' rae day be done. Trouble,
honey, great trouble. Haid luck, bald
luck:*'
Along the «humre the passing of the

editor iu bla eeol equipments was a
progress. :in«l «rid« w«re tbe eyes and
d«*cp the ;ms;is ..f « ^ ?. ? 11 «s 11111 « ¦ 111 eniisixl
by bis festal appcarnii.-o. Mr. Tibbs
»uni Ins si«:tiT rusb.il from ftfM ¡Mist
oUice to staiv after biiu.

"11·· looks |aal beautiful. Solomon."
.aid Miss Tibbs.
Harkless usually ate hat breakfast

.Jaaaa, as he was the latest ris-<r in
riattville. Then were days in the
winter when be did not reach tin· hotel
until 8 nYlo<-k. This morning be founil
¦ bunch of white roses, still wet with
dew and so fragrant that the whole
room was fresh unii sweet with their
odor, prettily arranged In a ttowl on
the table, and at bis ¡date the largest
of all with a pin through tin* stem. He
look«*! up smilingly mul nodded «I tbe
red faced, red haired «ralttwa« »Im was
waving ? long tly brush over bis Bead.
"Thank you. Citai IB kit«. be said
"Tbat's very pretty.·
"That old Mr. Wimby was bin«.'* sh»'

answered, 'and a* left word fo·· you to
look out. The wind«· |i<ixi"tiu'kv of
Johnsons from the Crossroads passed
hie house this mornin*. eoinin' this
way. and he see Hob Skillett on the
square when be »rot to town. Ue left
them flowers. Mrs. Wimby sent *eui to
ye. I didn't bring 'ein.'*
"Thank you for arranging them."
Fhe turned even redder than she al¬

ways was and ans\ven*d nothing, vig¬
orously darting her brush at an ¡mag
Inary fly on the eloth. After several
minutes she said abruptly. "You're wei
come."
There was a silence, finally broken

by a long, gasping sigh. Astonished.
he Iool»«*d at tIn* girl. II«r eyes were
set iinfathoniably ujion his pink tie.
The wand bad dropped from her nerve¬
less hand, and she stood rapt ami im
movable. She «darted violently from
her trance. "Ain't ye goin" to finish
yer ooffi*e?" she asked, plying her in¬
strument again, and. bending slightly,
whispered. "Say. Kph Walls is over
there bebind | e."
At a table .a a fnr corner of tbe room

a large gentleman in a brown frock
coat was quietly eating his breakfast
anil reading the Herald. He was of an
ornate presen«.», though entirely neat.
A sumptuous «-spalisi· oí" linen exhibit
ed itself between the lapels of Ids low
cut waistcoat, and an Inch of bedin-
iiionib'd breastpin glittered there like
nn lee ledge on a snowy mountain side.
He bad I steady blue eye and « dissi¬
pated Iron gray mustache. This per¬
sonage was Mr. Ephraim Watts, who,
following a CBllttBg more fashionable in
the eighteenth century than In the lat¬
ter ih'cades of the nineteenth, had
shaken the dust of Cnrlow from his
feet some three years previously at the
strong re.piest of the authorities. The
Herald bad la-en particularly insistent
iqion his deportation. In the local
phrase. Harkless bad "run him out o'
town." Perhaps It was because the
Herald's opposition, as the editor had
explained at the lime, had been "mere¬
ly moral and Impersonal," and the ed¬
itor had confessed to s liking for the
unprofessional qualifie« of Mr. Wetta,
that there was but a slight embarrass¬
ment when the two geutlemen met to¬
day. His breakfast finished, Harkless
went over to the other and extended
his hnnd. Cynthia, the waitress, held
her breath and clutched the back of a
chair. However. Mr. Watts made no
motion toward his well known hip
pocket. Instead be rose, flushing slight¬
ly, and accepted the hand offered him.
"I'm glad fo see you, Mr. Watts,"

sold the journalist cordially. "And
also, if yon are running with the cir¬
cuì and calculate on doing business
here today. I'll have you tinnì out of
town before noon. How are you?
You're looking extremely well."
"Mr. Harkh*s.«·," answered Watts. "1

cherish no haul feelings, and I never
said but what you done exactly right
when I left, tlm*e years ago. No, sir;
I'm not here lu a professional way at
all, and I don't want to lie molested.
I've connected myself with an oil com¬
pany, and I'm down here to look over
the ground. It beats poker and fantan
nil hollow, though there ain't as many
chances in favor of the dealer, and In
oil it's the fanner that gets the rakeoff.
I've come back, but in an enterprising
spirit this time, to open up a new field
and sheil ligbt and money in Carlow.
They told me never to show my face
here again, but If you say I stay 1
guess I can. I always was sure there
was oil In the county, and I want to
prove It for everyIxwly's benefit, la it
all right?"
"My dear fellow." laughed the young

man. shaking the gambler's hand again,
"it is all ruht. I have always lieen
sorry i had to act against you. Every¬
thing is all right. Stay and liore to
Korea, if you lik«\ I »Id ever you see
auch glorious weather?"

"I'll let you in on some shares." Watts
calimi after him as he turned away.
The other nodded In reply and was

leaving the room when Cynthia detain
ed him by a flourish of her tly brush
"Say," she said she always tallad hin»!
"Saj"~"yuu'vy forgot ¿ver jl^was».'* *

He came back ami ti aukcd her. **\\ ill
you pin It tai for me. t'burnitoli T'
"I don't know «?-hat call you got to

speak to me out of my name." sh·· re¬
sponded, looking nt the floor moodily.
"Why?*" he asked, surprised.
"I don't see why you want to make

fun of me."
"I beg yonr par-don. Cynthia.*" he said

gravely. "I didn't mean to do that. I
haven't been considerate. I didn't think
you'd be displeased. I'm very sorry.
Won't you pin It on my ont?"
Her face was lifted In grateful plens-

nre. and she began to pin the rose to bis
lapel. Her hands were large and reti
and trembled. She dropped the flower
and, saying huskily. "I don't know as I
could do It right." seized violently upon
a pile of dishes and hurried from the
room.
Harkless rescued the rose, pinned It

on his coat himself, with the Internal
observation that the red haired wait¬
ress was the queerest creature in the
village, and set forth upon his holiday.
Mr. Lige Willetts. a stalwart bach¬

elor, the most eligible in Carlow, and
a habitual devotee of Minnie Brlseoe,
was seated on the veranda when Hark-
teae terned la at the gate of the brick
bouse. "The ladles will be down right
off." be said, greeting the editor'e cool
finery with a perceptible agitation and
tb«e editor himself with a friendly shake
of the band. "Mildy says to wait out
here."
There was a faint rustling within the

house, the swish of draperies on the
stairs, a delicious whispering, when
light feet descend, tapping, to hearts
that beat an answer, the telegraphic
message: "We come! We cornel We
are near! We are near!" Lige Wil¬
letts stared at Harkless. He feed never
thought the latter was good looking un¬
til he saw him step to tbe d«*or to take
Helen Sherwood's bund and say. In a
errance, low. tense voice. "Good morn-
Inr-"." «s if he were announcing, at the
least: "Every one In the world. ex«***pt
u» two. died last night. It Is a solemn
thing, but I am very happy."
Thoy wa!k«-d. Minnie nnd Mr. Wil¬

letts. a little distane·*» in front of the
others. Rafftcleea could not have told
afterward whether they rode or walked
or Moated on an airship to the court -

hous«'. All fea kn«'w distinctly was
that a divinity in a pink shirt wnlst
and a hut that was woven of gauzy
chimi by mot-king fairies to make him
ftoop hideously to s«»e und»'r it dwelt
for the time on enrth and was at his
siti«·, da/zlmi: him in the morning sun-
shii'c. Last night the moon had lent
her a «-ilvery ghiinotir. Sit«· had some¬
thing of the «*there.-il whiteness of
niL'lit «lew*· !n that watery light, ?
nymph to hi u irli from a spnrklini* foun¬
tain at the moon. or. as he thought, re-
ineinlaoriiig h«T coiirt«'sy for his pretty
ape« < h. perhaps a little lady of King
Lnuts' court wandering down the years
from l'Ont.-?iticiileuu ami appearing to
. lunisy mintáis sometimes of a summer
night ahe? the moon was iu their
feaade

Barf today she was of the daintiest
col««r. a pretty girl whose gray eyes
twinkled t«> his in gay companionship.
lie niark«>d how th«* sunshine danced
across the shadows of her fair hair
ami s«·«·!!)·*«! its«»lf to catch a luster
rather than impart it. and the light of
tli«· .Inn«· «lay drifted through the gauzy
hat to her fu«·«·, touching it with a deli¬
cate and tender Hush that came an«l
ara-tl like the vibrating pink of early
dawu. ___a hud the «livinest straight
nt-tee, tip tilted s faint, alluring trifl«·.
und a dimple «·1«·? 1?«·?· «·1???, "the dead¬
liest maelstnun in the world!" II«·
thrill«*«l through and through. He had
been only vaguely c«uiscious of the
dimple in the night. It was not until
he saw her by «laylight that he really
knew it was then·.
The villagi* huinnif*«! with life liefere

them. They wulke«l through shimmer¬
ing airs. sweeter to fecaatfes than nectar
is to drink. She <*aiight a butterfly
basking on a Jinison weed, nnd before
she let it go held it out to him iu her
hand. It was a white butterly. 11«·
asked which was the butterfly.
"Bravo!" sh«* said, tossing the captive

rraft afeara their heads and watching

«Sh«? faste nett her rose In place of the
white one.

the small sails catch the breeze. "And
so you can make little flatteries in the
morning too. It is another courtesy
yon should he having from me if it
weren't for the dustiness of It Wait
till we come to the board walk."
She had some big pink roses at her

waist.
Indicating t'-eso, he answered, "In

tbe meantime, I know very well a lad
that would be blithe to accept a pretty
token of any lady's high esteem."
"But you have one already, a very

beautiful one." She gave him a genial
up antl down ghinee from head to foot,
half quizzical ami half applauding, but
so quick lie scarcely saw It, and he was
glad lie had resurrected the straw hat
with the youthful ribbon and his other
festal vestures. "And a very becoming
flower a white rose is," she continued,
"though lama 1?>1«1 girl to lie blarney¬
ing with a young g ntlcinan I met no
longer ago than last night."
"Hut why shouldn't you blarn«*y with

a gentleman when you began by sav¬
ing his li.eV"
"lvq>e<-iulìy when the gentleman had

the * n'itene*!·*· '¦<· gallop alunit the coun-
y \\r.¡? m·· iii.keil under his arm."
!.. », km! al .i aud laughed softly, bull

consummately, an«! her ey«n» clos.·«!
tivbt m il li ibi« mirth of it. She had
taken on·· ol tl«* roses from her waist.
and as she stoo«fl holding it by tbe long
stem Its cool petals lightly pressiti her jlips. I
"You may have it-In exchange." she

said He bent down to her, and she
fastened her ro«*e In place of the white
one in bis coat. She did not ask him.
directly or Indirectly, who had put tbe
white one there for hlni. She knew by
the way It was pinned that he had
done It himself. "Who Is it that ev'ry
morning brings me these lovely flow¬
ers?" she burlesqued us he bent over
her.
"Mr. Wimby." be returned. "I will

point him out to you. You must see
bim und Mr. Rodeffer, who is the old¬
est Inhabitant and the crosseat of Car-
low.*'
"Will you present them to me?"
"No; they might talk to you and

take some of my time with you sway
from me."
Her eyes sparkled Into his for the

merest fractlou of a second, aud she
laughed. Then she dropped his lapel,
and they prooe*?ded. She did not put
the white rose lu ber belt, but carried
It
The square was heaving with a Jos¬

tling, moving, good natured, happy und
constantly Increasing crowd that over¬
flowed on Main street in both direc¬
tions and whose good nature augment¬
ed in the ratio that its size increased.
The etreets were a kaleidoscope of
many colors, and every window open¬
ing on Main street or the square waa
filled with eager faces. By 9 o'clock
all the windows of the courthouse in
the center of the square were occupied.
Here most of the damsels congregated
to enjoy the spectacle of the parade,
ami their swains attended, posted at
coigns nf less vantage behind the la¬
dies. Some of the faces that peeped
from the windows of the dark, old.
shady conrtboiisv were pretty, and
some of them were not pretty, but near
ly all of them were rosy cheeked, and
all were pleasant to see because of tbe
good cheer they. kept.
Here and there, along the sidewalk

below, a father worked his way through
the throng, a licorice bedaubed cherub
on one arm, his oon,t (borne with long
enough) on the other, followed by s
mother, with the otber children bang¬
ing to her skirts and tagging exasper-
atingly behind. holding red and blue
toy balloons and delectable candy
batons of spiral striped pepjiermint in
tightly dosed, sadly sticky tingere. A
thousand cries rent tbe air.the stroll¬
ing mountebanks and gypsylng booth
merchants, the peanut venders, the
boys with palm leaf fans for sale, the
candy sellers, the popcorn peddlers, the
Italian with the toy balloons that float
like a cluster of «-olorvd bubbles above
the heads of the crowd and the bal¬
loons that wail like a baby; the red
lemonade man, shouting in the shrill
voice that reaches everywhere and en¬
dures forever: "Leino"! Lomo'! Five
a glass! lee ««ole leino'! Five cents, ·
nickel, a half a dime, the twentieth-
potofadollah! Ideino"! Ice cole lemo'!** j.all the vociferating harbingers of the |circus crying their wares. Timid
youths In shoes »«oven-d with dust
tbrough which the morning polish but
dimly shone ami unalterably booked
by the arm to blushing maidens bought
recklessly of peanut», of candy, of pop¬
corn, of all known sweetmeats, per¬
chance, aud forcipi their way to the
lemonade stands, and there, all shyly,
silently sipped the crimson stained am¬
brosia. ? very where the huwkere dlu-
n«*d. and every« ben· was heard the
plaintive s«|tia\vk of the toy balloon.
In the courthouse yard, and so sin¬

ning iu th«· very eye of the law, two
swarthx. shifty looking gentlemen were
operatili;; with some greasy walnut
shells and a |>eii what the fanciful or
uns..phisti. adii inij-ht have been pleas
iil to call a game nf chance, and the
most intent spectator of the group
around them w:is Mr. .lames Hardloek.
the town marshal. He was simply and
umitticially and earnestly Interested.
Thus the eye of the law may not la*
said to have wiukiil upon the nefarl-
ousness now under its vision, it gazed
with strong curiosity, an Itch to dab¬
ble aud. it must be admitted, a grow
Ing hope of protlt. the game was so di¬
rect ami the player so sure. Several
countrymen had won small sums, and
«>n«*\ a charmingly rustic stranger, with
a peculiar accent die said that him aud
liis guil should now have a snioot' olt
time off bis winiiiiiks. though the lady
was not manifested» bad pocketed $'2«"i
with no trouble at all. The two oper¬
ators scemo«! depressed, declaring the
luck against them and tbe Plattville
people too brilliant at the gnme.

It was wonderful how the yonng
couple« worked their way arm in arm
through the thickest crowd«, never «epa-
rating. Even at the lemonade «tanda
they drank holding the glasse« In their
outer hands. Such are the sacrifices
demanded by etiquette. But, observ¬
ing the gracloua outpouring of fortune
upon the rare rustic just mentioned, a
youth in a green tie disengaged bla
arm.for the first time in two hours.
from that of a girl who looked upon
him with fond, uncertain smiles and,
conducting her to a corner of the yard,
bade her remain there until he return¬
ed. He had to speak to Hartley Bowl¬
der, he explained. ?
Then be plunged, red faced and ex¬

cited, into the circle about the shell
manipulators and offered to lay « wa¬
ger. »
"Hol' on there, Hen Fentriss," thickly

objected a flushed young man beside
him. "lea my turn."
*T'm first. Hartley," returned the oth¬

er. "You can bold yer bosses, I reckon."
.?Plenty fer each and all, gents," in¬

terrupted one of the shell men. "Place
yer spondulics on de little ball. Wich
la de nex' lucky gent to win our mon¬

ey? Gent bets four sixty-five he seen de
little ball go under de middle shell. Up
«he comesi Die time we wine. Platt¬
ville can't win every time. Who'a de
nex' lucky gent?"
Fentriss edged slowly out of the cir¬

cle, abashed aud with rapidly whiten¬
ing cheeks He paused for a moment
outside, slowly realizing that all hia
money bad gone in one wild, blind
whirl.the money he had earned so
bard and saved so bard to make a holi¬
day for bla sweetheart and himself. He
atole one glance around the building to
where a patient figure waited for him.
£ben h« fled down a aide alley and soon

whs ? ut tt|fat' ? lite country r«ia«l. tiaiiip-
Ing -«.ild ?'> ??..???.·\?.?«? thmigli th«*»
du*·· I- *- bin v.iiik iu bis br«-a*-.t and bis
han«'*1 < liiicliei' tlglil at his si-lea Now
an«! lh«-n li«· stop··««! antl bitterly hurl¬
ed a siotie f!t a pipine bini on the fence
or gay taobw hit«· in the fields. At noon
tbe patient ilifur-e was still waiting In
the corner «if the courthouse yard, meek¬
ly twisting :? «"???? ring upon her tìnger.
Rut the flu*! «1 y«.iitu_ man who bad

spoken thickly u» her deserter «li«-w an
«envied mil of bank bills fr«im his pock¬
et and began to bet with tipsy caution.
While the circle about the giiniblers
watched with fervid Interest, especially
Mr. Bard lock, town marshal.
From far up Main street came the

cry "She's ß conilo'.' She's s-comln!"
and this announcement of the parade
proving only one of ? dozen false
alarms a thousand discussions took
place over old fashioned silver time¬
pieces as to when "she" wss really due.
Schoflelds' Henry was much appealed
to as an arbiter In these discussi.ms.
from a sense of bis having a good deal
to do with time In a general sort of
way, «nd thus Schoflelde* came to be
reminded that It wss getting on toward
10 o'clock, whereas, in the excitement
of festival, he had not yet struck 9.
This, rushing forthwith to do. he did.
and. in the elation of the moment, seven
or eight besides. Miss Helen Su«*rwood
was looking down on the mass of shift¬
ing color from a second story window
of the courtlmuse, and she bad the
pleasure of seeing Schoflelds' emerge
an the steps beneath her when the bells
had done and heard tbe cheers (led by
Mr. Martin) with which the crowd
greeted his appearauce after the per¬
formance of his feat.
She turned beamingly to Hnrklesa.
"What a family It Is!" she laughed.

*"Just one big. Jolly family! 1 didn't
know people cobld be like this until 1
came to Blatt ville."
"That is the won! for it." be said, jrr-estliig bis band on the casement be¬

tide her. "I used to think it was deso-
late, but that was long ago." He lean- jed from the window to look down. In
his dark cheek was a glow the Carlow
folks had never seen there, and some-
bow be seemed less thin and tired than
usual; Indeed, he did not seem tirr-ed at
¦ 11, by far the contrary, and he carried
himself upright, when he was not
stooping to see under the hat, though
not as if he thought about It "I be¬
lieve they are the best people I know,"
he went on. "Terhaps it Is because
they have been so kind to me; but
they are kind to each other, too.kind,
good people."
"I know." she said, nodding. "I '

kn«iw. There are fat women, women
who rock and rook on piazzas by tbe
¦ea, and they speak of country people
as the "lower classes.* How happy I
this big family is In not kuowlng it ia
the lower classes!"
"We haven't read Nordau down jhere." said .lohn. "Old Tom Martin'·'

fnvorite work is 'The Descent of Man.'
end Miss Tihbs cares most for 'Lalla
Rookh" and 'Beulah.' And why not?"
"It wns a girl from Southeast Cotton-

bridge. Mass.," said Helen, "who beard
I was from Indiana and asked me If
I didn't 'hate to live so far away from
things * " There was n pause while she
leaned out of the window with her face
aside from him. Then she remarked
carelessly. "I met her at Winter Har¬
bor."
"Do yon go to Winter Harbor?" b«t

asked.
"We have gone there every aummer

until this one for years. Have you
friends who go there?"
"I bad once. There was a classmate

of mine from Itouen".
"What waa his name? Perhaps I

know him." She stole a glance at him
and saw that bla face had fallen luto
aad lines.
"He's forgotten me, I dare aay. I

haven't seen him for seven years, and
that's a loug time, you know, and he's
'out In tbe world,' where remembering
Is harder. Here In Piattvllle we don't
forget."
"Were you ever at Winter Harbor?"
"I was once. I spent a very happy

day there long ago, when you must
have been a little girl. Were you there
in".
"Listen!" she cried. "The procession

Is coming. Look at the people!"
The parade had aeized a psychologic¬

al moment. There was a fanfara of
trumpets In the east. Linea of people
rushed for the streets, and aa one look¬
ed down on the big atraw bats and
snub« n ? net s aud many kinds of finer
head appaici tossing forward they
.eeinc.l like surf sweeping up the king
beaches. She was coming at last. Tbe i
boys whooped In tbe middle of the
strc«t. Rome tosse«! their arms to
heaven, others expressed their emotion
by somersaults; those moat deeply
moved walked on their bauds. In the
distance one saw over the heads of the
multitude tossing banners and the.
moving cresta of triumphal cars, where
"cohorts were shining in purple aud
gold."
There waa a uot her flourish of music

Then all the band gave sound, and.
with tbe blare of brass and the crash
of drums, the glory of tho parade burst
upon Piattvllle. Glory in the utmost!
The impetus of the march time music,
tbe flare of royal bulinerà, tbe smiling
of beautiful court ladies and great silk¬
en pobles, the swaying of howdahs on
camel and elephant aud the awesome
shaking of the earth beneath the ele¬
phant's feet and his devastating eye
(every one declared he looked the
alarmed Mr. Bill Snoddy, stoutest citi¬
zen of the county, full In the face as he
passed him, and Mr. Snoddy felt not at
all reassured when Tom Martin severe¬
ly hinted that it was witb tbe threaten¬
ing glance of a rival); then the badi¬
nage of the clown, creaking by in his
donkey cart; the terrific *r*ecalea8nees of
the spangled hero who was drawn
along in a cage with two striped tigers
.the delight of all this glittering pomp
and pageantry needed even more than
walking on your hands to express.
Last of all came tbe tooting* calliope,

followed by swarms of boys aa It exe¬
cuted "Wait Till tha Clouds Roll By.
Jennie," wltb Inanità gusto.
When it had gooe M las Sherwood's

gase relaxed.ahe had been looking on
aa «aagerly as any child.and she turne«!
to speak to Harkless and discovered
that he was no longer In the room. In¬
stead ahe fouud Minnie and Mr. Wil¬
lette, whom be had summoned from
another window. j
_ "j_e was called awas." e___laiA«r-«_

Lige. "He thought bed be back before
the parade whs over mid said you were
«*njoy ing It «o uiucb be didu't want to
.I>eak to you."
"Called away?**
Minnie laughed. "Oh. everybody sendsfor Mr. Harkless."
"It was a farmer name of Bow hier."

¦dded Mr. Wlllett«. "Ilia«on Hartley *s
drinking again, and there ain't any onebut HarklesH can do anything Brit*.him. You let him tackle a sick uiau to
nurse or a tipsy feller to handle, and Itell yon." Mr. WHIetts went on. xvithenthusiasm, "he is at home. It lx*nts
me. and lots of people don't think «-ol-lege does a man any pjeaat. Why. the
way he curiti old Fis". Miss l.riseoeInterrupted him.
"See!" she cried, pointing out of the

Wlndoxv. "Look «,nt t her«*: Something'·happened!"
There was a swirl In the crowd be¬

low. Men were running around a cor¬
ner of the courthouse, and the women
«nd children were harking after. Theywent so fast and there were so manyef them that Immediately that whole
portion of the yard became a piisblug.tugging, squirming Jam of people.

"It's on the other side." said Llge."We can see from the hall xvlndow.
Come quick before these other folks till
it up."
They followed him acro«« tbe build¬

ing and looked dowu on an agitated
«warm of faces. Five men were stand¬
ing on the entrance steps to the door
below them, und the crowd was thick¬
ly massed beyond, leaving a little semi¬
circle clear a I suit the jdepa. Those be¬hind struggled to get ?.loser and leapedin the air to catch a glimpse of what
was going on. Harkless stood alone on
the top step, his band resting on the
.boulder of the pule and contrite and
sobered Hartley. On the lowest stepJim Bardlock was standing with sheep¬ishly hanging head and between him
and Harkh-st» the two gamblers of the
walnut shells. The journalist held in
his band tbe Implements of their pro¬
fession.
"Yes; give up every cent." he said

quietly. "You've taken iWO from this
boy. Hand it over."
The men began to edge down closer

to the crowd, giving little, swift, des¬
perate, ecaivhing looks from left to
right and right to left and moving nerv¬
ously about like weasels in a trap.

"Close up. there," said Harkless.
"Don't let them out."
"W'y can't xve git no squar« treat¬

ment here?" one of the gambiera whin¬
ed. Hut his eyes blur.«·«! with a rage
that belied tbe plait.üve passivity of
his tone. "We ain't been run ? in no
¦kin. W'y d'ye may we gotter give up
our own money? You gotter prove It
was a skin. We risked our money
fair."
"Prove It! Come up here. Kph Watts.

Friends" . the editor turned to the
crowd, smiling."friends, here's « man
we ran out of town once because he
knew too much about thing« of this
sort. He's come back to us again, and
he*· here to stay. He'll give us an ob¬
ject lesson on tbe «hell game."

"It's pretty «Imple," remarked Mr.
Watts. "The beet way is to pick upthe ball with your second finger «nd
the back part of your thumb. ¦¦ you
pretend to lay the shell down over it.
this way." He Illustrateli and showed
¦everaI methods of manipulation with
professional sung froid, and as he
made plan the vulgar swindle by which
many had been duped that morning
there arose an angry aud threatening
murmur.
"You all sec." said Harkless, ralsipg

his voice, "xvhat a simple cheat It le¬
an old. woruout one. Yet · lot of you
lost your own money on It and then
¦tnod by. staring like idiots, and let
Hartley Bowlder lose $8«>. and not one
ef you lifieil a hand. How hard did
you work for what the·· twe cheap
crooks took from you? Ah," he cried,
'it is liecause you were greedy that
tbey robbed you «e easily I You know
It's true. It'« when you want to get
something for nothing that the 'con¬
fidence men' «teal th« money you sweet
for and mak« you the laughingstock
of the country. And you, Jim Bard¬
lock, town marshal; you. who con¬
fess that you 'went In the game 60
cants' worth' yourself". HI· f«ce w«s
wrathful and stern a« he raised his ac¬
cusing hand and leveled it at the un¬
happy municipal.
The towu marshal smiled uneasily

and deprecating·}- about him aud, see¬
ing only angry, frowning brows, hear¬
ing only words of condemnation, passed
his hand unsteadily over his fat mus¬
tache, shifted from one leg to the other
and back again, looked up. looked
down, and then, an amiable and pleas¬
ure loving man. beholding nothing but
accusation and wrath In heaven and
earth and wishing nothing more than
to sink into the waters under the
earth, but having no way of reaching
them, and finding hie troubles quite
unbearable und himself unable to meet
the manifold «y»· of man. be «ought re¬
lief after the unsagaciotis fashion of
« larger bird than ht*. HI· burly form
underwent a series of convulsions not
unlike sobs, and he «hut his eye« tight
and held them so, presenting a picture
of misery unequaled In the memory of

"Pea. you, a man elected fo".»
any «spectator. The editor's outstretch¬
ed band bega\n to ahake. "You." he
tried to ccotlQU«; ·*70«*» 41 «a«*9 «isct«d

to·-
Tbere came frota th· *S*«_i tkeaseadef a aad. high keyed voice iravl-trae,"That's a nice vest Jim's got on. feat IIain't hardly tbe feathers flttsa tat aaastrica, is It?"
Harkleae broke Into a ringing taasj»and turned to the ehcll mee. "Qlve aethe boy's money. Harry.'·**St«ap down bere and git if sali amaone who had spoken.
There was a turbulent motion la tee«rrowd. and a «rry atroae: "Ram '«rei eeeiRide >m on a rail! Tar aad frati.sis'Run 'era «nut «a* town!"
"I wouldn't dillydally los« If I veasyou." said Hnrkless. A tell of Mile waasullenly placed |_ his band, which aecounted and turned over to tibe sidesBowlder. One of the shell traen chitekedthe editor's sleeve with his dirty headl"We hain't don· wi' yonae.-** he sali

hoarsely. "Don't belief it. -art .«at* eminute, ace?"
The town marshal opened blabriskly aud. placing a band oa

tbe gambiera, said. "I do herebyyour said parsons and declare yea aajrpriaoaers."
Tbe cry arose again louder: "Rea 'eaaout! String 'em up! Hang 'am! Haa-pthem!" And a forward ruah waa silt"This way. Jim. Quick!** cried Hara»leas, bending down and jerking ene mithe gambiera naif way ap the stepa."Get through the hall to tbe other t_U_sand then run 'em to tbe lockup. Me

one will stop you that way. Watts sai1 «.ill hold thia door.**
Bardlock hustled his prlsonera throtasethe doorway, and tbe crowd pushed aethe steps, while Harkleae sti-uiegled Sskeep the veetlbule clear unti. Wattsgot the double doors closed. "Standback, there!" be shouted. "It's sii arar.Don't tie foolish. The law fa sjeoienough for ns. Stand back, will y«a_l*rHe was shoving Tljroroualy with «aneeband and elbow, when a compact 11«'·

group of men suddenly dashed ap the
ateps together, and a heavy stick
swung out over their head·. A atrawbat with a gey ribbon aalied througkthe air. The editor'· long arane went
out swiftly fréta hla body ta aerereidirections, tbe hands not open, bifeclinched and bard. The next testanthe and Mr. Watts stood alene aa tbeatepa. and a man wltV a bleeding, biasphemlng mouth dropped bla srK*k aedtried to lose himself in the cr*fk>d> air.Watta was returning sometbias ns had
not us«»«! to hla hip pocket.
"Prophet· of Israel!** ·?e-Urca·*« WaV11am Todd ruefully. "It wasn't BpbWatta' pistol. Did you aee Mr. Ha ra¬le.·? I was up en them eteps when habegun. I don't believe he nestle ·¦

much takln' care of aa we think."
"Wasn't it one of them rroseroadadrrile that knocked his bet off?" aeaedJudd Pennett. "I though: 1 eea Beb

Skillett run up with a club."
Harkleea threw opea the doees be¬

hind him. The hall was empty. "Yob
may come in now," be eels. "This lea'l
my courthouse."

t? be cowTisuen.

Tt.«· Hr-, _r_ .«.f ara __ffeÉéS-Sáa.
"Why ere you losin. aleep aad exerV

Ing your energies to win faxoe and for¬
tune?" asked th« -nau wbu »tola «a*
Ihuafaam«'.

"I don't know, exactly." answered th·
man wit h a pas·* Ion for work. "I ausane·
my reward will «*ome in. futura geaere-
tions when some young mea is entablas!
by my previous exert io*aa to wear a
monocle and say 'by Jove' IrMteed t_f
working.".Waaklngtee isar.

r-laaSl.a l-a_--M-.
"Brooks." aald Rivera, "look at tfea·

cane Upgardson carrlea."
"What'a peculiar about It?" aeked

Brooks.
"It*· a deadly weapon.that's all/*
."Sword?" j"Worse than that."
"Rifle?'*
"Worse than that." said River», la

an agitated voice "It's a flute."-
cago Tribua«.

n_-__.ro-· l.«._ra-__r.
?east.1 see a school ha_ been .«-tare-

ad in Washlngtoa where acholare atre
taught to be ara hidextroua.
«Crimsonbeak.Taught to uee beak

aa-ai-lT
'.Precisely.''
"Well. 1 boite they'll manage ta keae

the graduate· out of tbe traam\xrf.m-m
Yonkers Statesman.

_-_»· Hum- to Tèa··.
Long.Are you at-qualnted with ·

piti?
Short.Sure He's one of any

friend·.
Long.Indeed?
Short.Ye*. Why, he'e ao « loste .hat I

can't even borrow a dollarof _d___.Cla-
clnnatl Enquirer.

? _·th._r rkaa«· U.m«-«.aaf-rr.
Leftrlch (formerly Saymold Stor·!,

acknowledging inti-*oductlon at dab)·.·
Scema to me we met c-ece before, ta a
Pullman sleeper.

Fellair· Hoi merry Rusty *___-*)-.
Quit· likely. One meets all -erta of
people ta ones travele-----<'hi«t_t»ae Tri¬
bune-

_

ai.p-a.ii«- --i-«t-a.
"Let'a arrive at a mutual ua«*Stat*ase_id--

Ing," said the Kr.glishman, after tea keel
ef the argument had subsided. *T Sadt
want you lo think lo a ta»«·*-.**
"?? eoorse not." rapMadthelrtaejna-.,

""an' Ol dona want ye to t'ink Oi flak
ye're a itoafa But ye are.".?. Y. Trib¬
una

arsa· s»···*.
.There goes Roxhsni. Every times I

Chink of that man's financial.mhajTSas
snent. it makes me yearn to help ktaS-.**

"Financial embarrassment ?"
"Yes; he's ?«' aa much »oaey its

doesn't know what to do with i«_**.
Catholic Standard and Timee.

_
1

Pnivril I lie ITo«-rfc. J
"Nuritch lisa |,?··?·«? ? he truth of alia j

old haying, '.«.on«-·, ma.-es the asara
go.* " i
"How so?" I
"He was .satisfied with that little _r_ars*

he had until ho got money t-uouj-***, us
buy an autoinot_ie. .PkV-idelphla -ted¬
iar.

Auirrl«··- ??_>1>· la Berit-,.
American aprles ar· aeea oa every

trait ataud and are peddled tara*te,_
.arery atreat in feertra. th· price bata«
Bra treeta a pound. . .«-miany ionaaaaad
about T,«9O0 "?p» ot our at>ptes
.aat year

I


